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A CAUTION -toall Mortal Men to Iremble at the Mighty Hand of G O D, and ſtand 
© 21. bt. 192: in Awe of- the fame. | 


Mortal Men ! do you return in time, 


Before God's W rath and Anger undermine; 


Yea, ruinate your Habitations firm, 
This earthly Globe with Water overwhelm. 
It is a Call, and Summons unto you, 
That Pleaſure do with eagerneſs purlue, 
And thoſe who do their frequent Bus'nels make 
To a@& unjuſt, and God's Laws to forlake ; 
. Ya, Heathen-like, confels there is a God, 
Yet to his Face, they ſcorn his Scourge and Rod; 
The Streets do witnels this, with trembling hand. 
QO then, let us obey God's great Command, 


Re-call our wicked Lives, and now reſolve 
In mourning Sackcloth our ſelves fur to involve, 


Leſt, as Famaica, we with God do firive, 
Until the Earth do ſwallow us alive ; 

Yea, Whirld-wind fends, us ſuffocate as thoſe 
That Hammond's Temple to pluck down aroſe. 
If Judgments fell on them that ſtrove 

For to deſtroy the Temple of great Fove, 


What then can we expet, that God above 
Provoke to wrath, with hatred hate his love, 
Not thinking how he ſuddenly can tum 

The World to nought, yea, and to Aſhes burn ; 
Forget his Might, forget his mighty Hand, 
Conſidering not, that none can him withſtand? 
How merciful, how Sacred is his Name ! 

Why then ſhould we his Glory turn to ſhame, 
His As to hate, his bÞſſed Son to ſcorn, 
Who wip'd away the fin of ſinful born ? 

The Earth, when ſhook, O then he might as well 
Us finful Mortals, caft headlong int” Hell ; 
Suffer our Foes to overflow as Flood,. 


Whilſt we lay goring in our deareſt Blood, 
Licengs'd, Ofob. 15. 1692. 


| When things are paſt, we mind 'em not the mare ; 
When long at Sea, forget our native Shore; 

Bat ſtill remember how to a unjuſt, 

Not having thought, when at the laſt we muſt 
Anſwer for all that ever we did a&, 

Or think ; for ev'ry lewd and wicked fact. 


| O you young Men, conſider now and fee, 


Remember God, and hate Iniquity ; 

For pleaſing are the youthful Fruits to him, 
Who is Eternal, and for ever King ; 

God's Grace, his great and everlaſting Blils, 
Comes not by thinking, Ill do this and this ; 
My youthful and my blooming Days I have, 


| V-Vhich fear not Death, nor yet the ſilent Grave ; 


V'Vhen old, I will conſider, and repent, 
Yea, for my Sins with mournful Tears lament. 
Ah, fooliſh Thoughts! when we would fain relent, 


| Perhaps, God's Wrath againlt us is fore bent. 


O everlaſting Cries ! 'yea, all we care, 
We do, or think, then unregarded are, 


Vain ; like Aametw's Father-in-Law, that would 
Return to youthful Years, when he was old. 


__ time, therefore, you old and young that be, 
o meditate upon Eternity ; 
Leave Wickednels, yea, likewiſe hate to be 


| With thoſe that haunt and love Debauchery ; 


Conſider now how gracious God has been, 
Who might and may make Earthin Waves to ſwim, 


. Inſteadof Earth. Let's tremble then with awe, 


That God his anger may fromus withdraw ; 
Relolve to live in fear, and fo to die, 


That dying, we may live eternally : 
Love God, do good to all, adore his Name, 


| Set forth his Praiſe, and ever praiſe the fame. 
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